basis of his own fastidious practice as draughtsman, en- A miracle graver, jeweller, designer, typographer, sculptor and painter, iy He seemed to have seen all paintings, all objects of art, and Ricketts to have read all books. In his own circle he was the acknowledged leader, sole arbiter of taste, pouring out suggestive ideas by which his friends could benefit, summing up questions aesthetic, giving judgments on men, on works of art, on the events of the day, social, political, on the theatre, on dress (he said once that he would make a good woman's dressmaker, a finer Poiret or Doucet), on poetry, philosophy and music. He was no doctrinaire; his ringing laugh and quick sympathy with character and talent, his attentive charm as a host allowed of no pedantry, in himself or in others. If he saw little in present-day art to compare with that of the great periods, he was ever ready to recognize fresh talent, among young people especially. But if he lived much in the past he was also an eager and responsive guest in the house of the present.
A Latin at heart, as he partly was by race, Ricketts was
essentially civilized, full of the lightness and ease of fine cul
ture. The English he looked on as barbarians with their puri
tan suspicion of the moulds, dark as some of them are, from
which so much beauty emerges. He was in a sense a deca
dent, with something of Huysmans' relish for moral and
aesthetic perversities. Someone compared him to Rossetti.
'No,5 he objected, 'Rossetti was one of the original minds of
his time. I am not that. I am a spectator doubled by the
actor. That means I am a critic. I am the greatest spectator I
have ever known/ And how enchanting his wit! I remember
his telling how as a young man he was stopped in the street
by a stranger who said: 'I am a painter, would you sit to me
for a figure of Christ?' The stranger was Frederick Shields,
then preparing paintings for Herbert Home's Chapel of
Ease. After the sitting Shields prepared tea, but from the pot
came only water. Shields excused himself: he had forgotten
the tea-leaves! 'No,' said Ricketts, 'it was my miracle/
When his correspondence with the Michael Fields is pub-
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